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IRREGULAR ODE to the MOON. 



I. 



C^HANGEFUL orb, myfterious pow'r, 

Look from the meridian tow'r, 

Where, with thy lov'd Endimion biding, 

Morpheus keeps 

The fount of dewy fleeps, 

The boy's foft eyes in downy trances hiding, 

And wreaths around his head 

No common flow'rs, that bright and gay 

Court Aurora's wanton ray, 

Or bold and obvious o'er the field 

To vagrant gales their flaunting bofoms yield ; 

But flow'rs, a facred birth, that chaflly bloom, 

Drink the moifture of the gloom, 
And in the morn expire, within their virgin bed; 
Or bands of vapour light 
As GofTamer, and white 

As drifted fnow, 

And lucid as the dawn, 

Or gaily-tin£tur'd fillets drawn 

From Heav'n's alluring bow. 

[K 2] II. Change- 
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11. 

Changeful orb, the fong infpire, 
Defcant bold, unwonted fire ; 
Let the numbers range, like thee 
In harmoniz'd variety ; 
Let me feel thy potent fpell, 
Let thy magic influence dwell 
On my brain, 
And vibrate thoughts, and kindle words, 
And teach the full-refounding chords^ 
To fpeak the wonders of thy proud domain. 
When feated, like a youthful queen. 
By meaner beauties circled round, 
'Midft heav'nly choirs in ftate majeftic feen, 
Thou com'ft with light imperial crown'd', 
The fpirits, that with guiding hand 
Planets roll, and flars command, 
Pour the choral warblings wide, 
Bid the deep melodious tide 
From orb to orb, from fphere to fphere r 
The floating waves of mufic bear ; 
The liquid notes thro' fpace unbounded thrill, 
And fun and earth and ftars the diapafon fill. 

III. 

From the golden fount of morn, 
Riling with replenifh'd horn 
To pour the floods of undulating light, 
O'er the level plains of night j 



Thou 
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Thou doft, with divided care, 

Thrid the mazy path in air j 

And now thy fifter earth with fond affe&ion tend r 

Now to the fun with humble rev'rence bend, 

And oft return, with kind delay, 

And often feek, as lovers ufe, 

Some amorous excufe, 
Near the kindred orb to flay. 

IV. 

Hark ! thy pied courfers beat 

The ftarry-pav'd retreat, 

With founding hoof, and roll'd thro' many a cloud 

That the filver axles fhroud, 

Half reveal'd, 

Half conceal'd,. 

Thy glitt'ring chariot moves from far ; 

While, beneath, in frolick maze, 

Glancing quick the meteor plays, 

And elemental fquadrons rufh to war. 

It moves, it dafhes round the treafures 

Of future mift, and hail, and ftorm, and rain 

Heap'd along th' etherial plain. 

Lightly o'er the fky 

Difperft they fly, 

Or feeking earth in geatleft fhow'rs, 

Bathe, but bruife not vernal flow'rs, 

And feed Pomona's hope, and lhepherd's lufty pleafures. 



V. Oft 
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Oft in thy path thou meet'ft the wain of night j 

At firft, with wild affright, 

She flays her dufky team, 

Fearful, left the God of Day, 

With rude ufurping beam, 

Had rufh'd, to feize her old legitimate fway 5 

But foon difcerns, in thee, 

Th' affociate of her reign, 

O'er th' illimitable wafte domain ; 

And now, from terror free, 

In gratulation bland, 

Her dewy gifts fhe pours, with bounteous hand. 

DiftilPd from baneful flow'rs, 

The tribute falls in chilly fhow'rs. 

From {learning mine, or putrid fen, 

From noifome cells of dying men, 

The city's croud, the reeking forge, 

The cavern'd vent, where inward flames difgorge, 

Empoifon'd elements arife, 

Night, along th' expanfive fkies, 

In urns of lead colle&s them all, 

Concenter'd bane, on earth to fall ; 

The cold folanum, deadly yew 

Circled round with vapours blue, 

And ev'ry plant that Colchos knew, 



The 
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The copious feeds of evil drain 

By thee fublim'd ; — each verdant vein 

Labours with juice malign and dark, 

That taints the vital flood, and kills the genial fpark. 

VI. 

Many a fubtle fprite 

Floats in thy magic light, 

Sailing wanton here and there, 

Touching wide at ev'ry fphere $ 

And, as the bee, with chemic pow'r, 

Some virtue draws from ev'ry flow'r, 

Each, in his voyage, thro' the deeps on high, 

From ev'ry lucid orb'that rolls along the fky, 

Myfterious charms, and fteliar things 

Of high pervading influence brings, 

Then ft oops for good or ill to men, 

And thro' their pores 

Inftils the wonder-working ftores ; 

They nimbly courfe, they throb, they beat, 

Thro' ev'ry vital feat ; 

Swifter than glancing thought 

Some ftrange effect is wrought, 

That calculation jfhames, and itudy's vauntive ken. 



VII. 



When thou would'ft thy poifons blend, 
And on earth infection fend, 

By 



[ 8o ] 

By the halo round 
In a magic circle bound, 
Thy beams retire $ 
And, mix'd and temper'd there 
With exhalations breath'd from Saturn's fphere, 
Contagious blaft and livid death tranfpire. 
But now, on milder purpofe bent, 
Thou bid'ft the noxious damps recede, 
And forth thy gracious meflengers are fent, 
With filver light to clothe the mead ; 
Along the dewy green, 
Where fairy prints are feen, 
Along the mountain's hoary fide, 
Along the ftreams that fmoothly glide, 
O'er the hamlet, o'er the lea, 
O'er the gently fwelling fea, 
Where they tremble, where they play, 

O'er the fpire, and caftle grey, 

The waving trees, the fullen wafle, 

Thy beams, a gorgeous robe, their floating tiffue call:. 

VIII. 

To thee the fcreech-owl cries, 

The wolf to thee, and all the tribes of prey 

That ftiun the honeft day, 

And fhrink from human eyes. 

They call thee not to gild the midnight hour ; 

They deprecate thy pow'r , 



They 
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They call thee, with a dufky cloud, 

Thy beauteous face to fhroud ; 

'Till the nightly fpoii is won, 

'Till the feaft of blood is done, 

'Till the hand of deep is fpread 

O'er the eye-ball glaring red, 

And deep within his den the glutted favage lies. 

Nor beafts alone that prowl for food, 

More favage men thine influence feel : 

Thy virgin prefence daunts 

The robber, in his haunts ; 

Th' affaffin Hays th' uplifted fleel, 

And, when he fees the vi&im nigh, 

And when the poniard thirfts for blood, 

Smote by thy facred eye, 

He feels an icy dart 
Transfix his coward heart, 
And flies. 



IX. 



At thine awful call, 

From their wat'ry hall, 

Where pillar'd waves fuftain the dome, 

And fretted vaults of fculptur'd foam ; 

The rifing Tritons pipe around, 

Their filler Nereids at the found advance, 

They join in myftic dance, 
And roll the treafures of -the vaft profound, 

[L] An 
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An ofFring due to thee, 

Whate'er thine influence be, 

Apparent queen, 

Of fpells, and myftic works, and witchery unfeen. 

X. 

Ha ! — it flafhes on my brain — 
Give me — give fome horrid flrain. — 
Th' incumbent air confeffes 
The baneful freight, 
Of lunar beams, 
Shot forth in viewlefs ftreams ; 
And, with unwonted weight, 
The brain to chaos preffes. 
iEther falls — it crufhes 
Thought — the blood with tide unequal rufhes, 
Hurried, hurried thro' the veins, 
Throbs, and wild tumultuous pains, 
Fiercely thrilling, keenly beating, 
With infernal ardours heating ; 
And now — fubfiding to a leaden flow 

Still and languid, cold and low, 

The black infected fluids feebly creep, 

Like thofe Lethean ftreams, where ghofts for ever weep. 



XL 



Madnefs, with her moody band, 
Owns thy pleni-lunar hand t 

Her 
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Her matted locks in wild amazement flare j 
With fiery red her eye-balls gl tre ; 
Her mouth fuffus'd with bloody foam, 
In airy voids her glances roam 
To feek the forms of pain j 
And ah ! no voids to madnefs — fhe 
Peoples them all with dire variety ; 
Demons circle round her head, 
Harpies tend her thorny bed, 
And lakes of fire expand, and feas of blood, 
And fury paflions jar, 
With wild tempeftuous war, 
And fhapelefs horrors rife, and fhades that kill, 
And ever-varying clouds of namelefs ill, 
Along the dire horizon brood : 
A thoufand forms of guilt, remorfe and pain, 
All hideous hateful things compofe her fullen reign. 
Stranger to repofe, 
A deadly pale her hollow cheek o'erflows ; 
Smote by the fummer's fun and winter's wind, 
The reftlefs corfe with eager famine pin'd ; 
And now, with rending hand her hair (he grafps, 
Now to her naked breaft the galling chain fhe clafps. 
Madnefs, I know thee by thy yell, 
Eldeft born of hell. 

XII. 

Oft, at midnight hour, 
Madnefs, I've mus'd befide thy bow'r. 

[L 2] The 
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The walls preclude the human fight, 

The roof alone receives the light ; 

From the living tomb, 

Thro' the filent gloom, 

Faintly darts a fickly gleam j 

The nightly taper fends a beam, 

To mark the chamber of difmay, 

Where, remov'd from light of day, 

The tortur'd wretch is bound ; 
No parent, friend, or confort nigh, 
No foothing hand, no pitying eye, 

The clanging whips refound, 

The horrid keeper's frown is there, 

The fhrieks of rage, and pain, and fear ; 

O piteous was that moan ! 

And now, a deeper groan 

Succeeds — the flruggle of imprifon'd breath, 

The long-drawn note of agonizing death. ' 

XIIL 

Paufe, oh ! paufe, thou din of fear ; 

Thro' the darknefs gliding mild, 

Far other ftrains I hear, 

Sweet as woodland notes and wild j 

Strange melody — they fink — and now they fwell z, 

Tales of tinconfcious mifery they tell ; 

Burfts of fairy mufic flow, 

Softly foothing founds impart 

Pangs, that harrow up the heart, 

More than fhrieks of woe, 

More, 
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More, than conflicting nature's cry, 
When direft forms of death are nigh ; 
When torments fearch the quiv'ring vein, 
And weary life contends with pain t 
They tell, how very foon, 
In happy being's noon, 
In vernal beauty's rofeat pride, 
When hope with promife warm, 
And pleafure's halcyon charm, 
In fmiling profpect, fliow'd the level tide ; 
A fultry blight, a livid flame, . 
Devouring madnefs came, 
And challeng'd for her own the bud of youth, 
And teeming gems of piety and truth, 
And bade her ruthlefs demons rove, 
With hurried ravage, thro' the gentle mind, 
And tear that breaft, by Heav'n affign'd, 
The fair unfullied fhrine of innocent love. 

XIV. 

But frenzy chief, with fierce controul, 

Goads, goads the tuneful foul ; 

Lo ! by her hand, in fhiver'd fragments hurl'd, 

The facred mirror, that expreft 

The maker's image, full confeft, 

In faireft forms of this fublunar world ; 

The feelings all in outrage borne ; 
The wond'rous net perplex'd and torn, 



Where 
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Where mem'ry erft, by genius taught, 

Immortal virions caught ; 

A viewlefs train, the furies fpread 

Their mantle o'er the poet's head ; 

Hell-painted texture, warping round 

A curtain clofe, a gloom profound ; 

With horrid ftrains all holy things they chace, 

And pour th' expanfive veil o'er nature's goodly face. 

No more, the mind, with grateful change, 

Th' ideal train arrays $ 

Fancy no more, in ample range, 

With young creation plays ; 

One dread unvaried form is nigh, 

And fills, for ever fills the fafcinated eye. 

XV. 

Oh ! dim eclipfe of reafon's light ! 

Difaftrous night ! 

Without all hope of day ! 

When o'er the moon terreftrial (hades prevail, 

And plunge in blood her vifage pale, 

With pious hand a votive croud 

Clafll the pealing cymbol loud, 

To free the ftruggling ray ; 

And folemn ftrains, and mutter'd fpells refound, 

To chace the fpirits of the vaft profound, 

That rife, with impious pow'r, 

To feize her hallow'd bow'r, 

And give the realms of night to Stygian fhades a prey. 

But 
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But fay, what ftrain (hall wifdom find, 

What fpell, to free th' eclipfing mind ? 

That Hebrew minftrel's hand of yore, 

The troubled fpirit could reftore, 

The virtuous numbers fiow'd like precious balm, 

And o'er the wounded foul diffus'd an holy calm y 

They flow no more. 

XVI. 

O moon ! thy radiant ftreams I drink, 

Awake to feel, and calm to think, 

I fee thine orb of filver wane, 

I fee thee fill thy crefcent horn, 

I fee thee chafe the ftarry train, 

Slowly melting into morn, 

Enjoy thy charms, and hail thy ray, 

Free from the terrors of thy fway : 
But fhould'ft thou, in thy future path, 
Behold me mark'd by heav'nly wrath, 

A fpectacle, to (how mankind 

The melancholy wafte of ruin'd mind ; 

Should madnefs come, with horrid phantafms fraught, 

To taint the fource of thought ; 

And blear illufions fenfe invade, 

And notions vain the mind o'erihade, 

Soon may thy (ilken luftre wave 

O'er my new-made grave. 



